A  COLLECTION  OF 
FIRST  EDITIONS 

brought  together  by 


FRED  A.  AND  FRANCES 
ROSENSTOCK 


acquired  by  the  Library  with  the 
assistance  of  the  classes  of  1942, 
1948,  1951,  I960,  and  1961. 


A 


Fowey  Garland 


Q 


A  BOOK  FOR  THE 

FOWEY  COTTAGE  HOSPITAL  BAZAAR 


A  ug-ust 

MDCCCXCIX 


'X 


Three  Hundred  Copies  of  this  Book  have  been 
printed ,  of  which  this  is  No. 


CONTENTS 


PAGE 

1.  Commendatory  Verses  on  the  En¬ 

suing  Lays  ....  7 

2.  The  Harbour  of  Fowey  .  .10 

3.  The  Famous  Ballad  of  the  Jubilee 

Cup . 13 

4.  The  Case  of  J.  W.  Macgregor  .  26 

5.  A  New  Ballad  of  Sir  Patrick 

Spens  ......  33 

6.  All  Hot  !  A  Moral  Tale  .  ,  41 

7.  Confessions  of  a  Fogey  .  .  -45 

8.  Sage  Counsel  Addressed  to  the 

Young . 46 

9.  Beatus  Possidens.  Verses  Written 

in  an  Album  .....  48 

10.  Envoi  .  .  .  .  .  .  .50 


COMMENDATORY  VERSES  ON 
THE  ENSUING  LAYS 

BY  THE  AUTHOR 

pAUSE,  friend  ;  and  with  attentive 
glance 

This  modest  Book  survey  ! 

For  I  assure  you  such  a  Chance 
Occurs  not  every  day. 

The  verses,  to  begin  with,  here 
Submitted  to  your  Taste 
Are  both  in  Sentiment  austere 
And  in  Expression  chaste. 

Short  of  Perfection  they  may  fall— 

Be  technically  Weak — 

Enough  for  me,  no  Blush  they  call 
To  Tnnocency  s  Cheek  ! 
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And  though  his  audience  missed  the 
Joke 

Of  Mirth  without  Vulgarity, 

Yet  would  th’  undaunted  Bard  invoke 
The  sacred  Name  of  Charity. 

Though  Shakespeare  needs  no  Pyramid, 
Milton  nor  Urn  nor  Pall, 

I’ve  yet  to  learn  what  good  they  did 
For  our  Cottage  Hospital . 

Though  Pope  could  perfect  Art  com¬ 
mand, 

And  Shelley  Lyric  skill, 

On  our  Subscription  List  they  stand 
For  absolutely  nil . 

You  must  allow  the  time  has  come 
For  Someone  to  begin 
To  wipe  off  this  opprobrium 
— And  that’s  where  /  step  in  ! 
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Though  Bees  of  Hybla  never  swarmed 
About  my  berceaunette  ; 

Though  I  with  Orpheus  ne’er  have 
charmed 

Tigers  and  Apes  (as  yet) — 


The  Shilling  you  in  me  invest 
Will  help  maintain  a  Cot : 

The  money  spent  on  all  the  rest 
Admittedly  will  not. 


Upon  this  ground  alone  the  Bard 
Dares  to  commend  his  Lays, 
Which  yet  may  bring  a  rich  reward 
In  unsuspected  ways. 


For  should  his  fame  hereafter  swell 
And  grow  by  leaps  and  bounds, 
This  volume  you  may  some  day  sell 
For  Several  Hundred  Pounds  ! 
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I  am  too  modest  to  suppose 
You  will  ;  but  if  you  should, 

Won't  you  be  thankful  that  you  chose 
This  form  of  doing  Good  ? 


THE  HARBOUR  OF  FOWEY 

£)  THE  Harbour  of  Fowey 
Is  a  beautiful  spot, 

And  it’s  there  I  enjowey 
To  sail  in  a  yot ; 

Or  to  race  in  a  yacht 

Round  a  mark  or  a  buoy — 
Such  a  beautiful  spacht 
Is  the  Harbour  of  Fuoy ! 

When  her  anchor  is  weighed 
And  the  water  she  ploughs, 
Upon  neat  lemoneighed 
O  it’s  then  I  caroughs ! — 
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And  I  take  Watts’s  hymns 
And  I  sing  them  aloud 
When  it’s  homeward  she  skymns 
O’er  the  waters  she  ploud. 

But  the  wave  mountain-high, 
And  the  violent  storm, 

Do  I  risk  them?  Not  Igh ! 

But  prefer  to  sit  worm 
With  a  book  on  my  knees 
By  the  library  fire, 

While  I  list  to  the  brees 
Rising  hire  and  hire. 

And  so,  whether  I  weigh 
Up  the  anchor,  or  not, 

I  am  happy  each  deigh 
In  my  home  or  my  yot— 
Every  care  I  resign, 

Every  comfort  enjoy, 

In  this  cottage  of  mign 
By  the  Harbour  of  Foy. 
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And  my  leisure’s  addressed 
To  composing  of  verse 
Which,  if  hardly  the  bessed, 
Might  be  easily  werse. 

And,  the  spelling  I  use, 

Should  the  critics  condemn, 
Why,  I  have  my  own  vuse, 
And  I  don’t  think  of  themn. 

Yes,  I  have  my  own  views  : 

But  the  teachers  I  follow 
Are  the  Lyrical  Miews 
And  the  Delphic  Apollow. 
Unto  them  I  am  debtor 
For  spelling  and  rhyme, 

And  I’m  doing  it  bebtor 
And  bebtor  each  thyme  ! 
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THE  FAMOUS  BALLAD  OF 
THE  JUBILEE  CUP 

you  may  lift  me  up  in  your  arms, 
lad,  and  turn  my  face  to  the  sun, 
For  a  last  look  back  at  the  dear  old 
track  where  the  Jubilee  Cup  was 
won  ; 

And  draw  your  chair  to  my  side,  lad 
— no,  thank  ye,  I  feel  no  pain — 
For  I’m  going  out  with  the  tide,  lad, 
but  HI  tell  you  the  tale  again. 

Fm  seventy-nine,  or  nearly,  and  my 
head  it  has  long  turned  grey, 

But  it  all  comes  back  as  clearly  as 
though  it  was  yesterday — 

The  dust,  and  the  bookies  shouting 
around  the  clerk  of  the  scales, 
And  the  clerk  of  the  course,  and  the 
nobs  in  force,  and  Ts  ’Ighness,  the 
Pr*nce  of  W#les. 
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’Twas  a  nine-hole  thresh  to  wincTar d, 
but  none  of  us  cared  for  that, 

With  a  straight  run  home  to  the  ser¬ 
vice  tee,  and  a  finish  along  the  flat. 

“  Stiff  ?  ”  Ah,  well  you  may  say  it ! 
Spot-barred,  and  at  five-stone-ten  ! 

But  at  two  and  a  bisque  Pd  ha’  run  the 
risk  ;  for  I  was  a  greenhorn  then. 

So  we  stripped  to  the  B.  Race  signal, 
the  old  red  swallow-tail — 

There  was  young  Ben  Bolt,  and  the 
Portland  colt,  and  Aston  Villa, 
and  Yale  ; 

And  W.  G.,  and  Steinitz,  Leander,  and 
The  Saint, 

And  the  German  Emperor’s  Meteor, 
a-looking  as  fresh  as  paint  ; 

John  Roberts  (scratch),  and  Safety 
Match,  The  Lascar,  and  Lorna 
Doone, 
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Oom  Paul  (a  bye),  and  Romany  Rye, 
and  me  upon  Wooden  Spoon  ; 

And  some  of  us  cut  for  partners,  and 
some  of  us  strung  to  baulk, 

And  some  of  us  tossed  for  stations - 

But  there,  what  use  to  talk  ? 

Three-quarter-back  on  the  Kingsclere 
crack  was  station  enough  for  me, 

With  a  fresh  jackyarder  blowing  and 
the  Vicarage  goal  a-lee  ! 

And  I  leaned  and  patted  her  centre-bit, 
and  eased  the  quid  in  her  cheek, 

With  a  “  Soh,  my  lass  !”  and  a  u  Woa, 
you  brute  !  ” — for  she  could  do  all 
but  speak. 

She  was  geared  a  thought  too  high, 
perhaps  ;  she  was  trained  a  trifle 
fine  ; 

But  she  had  the  grand  reach  forward  ! 
I  never  saw  such  a  line  ! 
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Smooth -bored,  clean  run,  from  her 
fiddle  head  with  its  dainty  ear 
half-cock, 

Hard-bit,  pur  sang ,  from  her  overhang 
to  the  heel  of  her  off  hind  sock. 

Sir  Robert  he  walked  beside  me  as  I 
worked  her  down  to  the  mark  ; 

“  There’s  money  on  this,  my  lad,”  said 
he,  “  and  most  of  'em’s  running 
dark  ; 

But  ease  the  sheet  if  you’re  bunkered, 
and  pack  the  scrimmages  tight, 

And  use  your  slide  at  the  distance,  and 
we’ll  drink  to  your  health  to-night! 91 

But  I  bent  and  tightened  my  stretcher. 
Said  I  to  myself,  said  I, — 

“  John  Jones,  this  here  is  the  Jubilee 
Cup,  and  you  have  to  do  or  die.” 

And  the  words  weren’t  hardly  spoken 
when  the  umpire  shouted  u  Play  !  ” 
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And  we  all  kicked  off  from  the  Gas¬ 
works  end  with  a  “Yoicks!”  and 
a  u  Gone  away  !  ” 

And  at  first  I  thought  of  nothing,  as 
the  clay  flew  by  in  lumps, 

But  stuck  to  the  old  Ruy  Lopez,  and 
wondered  who’d  call  for  trumps, 
And  luffed  her  close  to  the  cushion, 
and  watched  each  one  as  it  broke, 
And  in  triple  file  up  the  Rowley  mile 
we  went  like  a  trail  of  smoke. 

The  Lascar  made  the  running  :  but 
he  didn't  amount  to  much, 

For  old  Oom  Paul  was  quick  on  the 
ball,  and  headed  it  back  to  touch  ; 
And  the  whole  first  flight  led  off  with 
the  right,  as  The  Saint  took  up 
the  pace, 

And  drove  it  clean  to  the  putting  green 
and  trumped  it  there  with  an  ace. 
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John  Roberts  had  given  a  miss  in 
baulk,  but  Villa  cleared  with  a 
punt  ; 

And  keeping  her  service  hard  and  low, 
The  Meteor  forged  to  the  front  ; 

With  Romany  Rye  to  windward  at 
dormy  and  two  to  play, 

And  Yale  close  up — but  a  Jubilee  Cup 
isn’t  run  for  every  day. 

We  laid  our  course  for  the  Warner — 
I  tell  you  the  pace  was  hot ! 

And  again  off  Tattenham  Corner  a 
blanket  covered  the  lot. 

Check  side  !  Check  side !  Now  steer 
her  wide !  and  barely  an  inch  of 
room, 

With  The  Lascar’s  tail  over  our  lee  rail, 
and  brushing  Leander’s  boom. 

We  were  running  as  strong  as  ever — 
eight  knots — but  it  couldn’t  last  ; 
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For  the  spray  and  the  bails  were  flying, 
the  whole  field  tailing  fast ; 

And  the  Portland  colt  had  shot  his 
bolt,  and  Yale  was  bumped  at  the 
Doves, 

And  The  Lascar  resigned  to  Steinitz, 
stale-mated  in  fifteen  moves. 

It  was  bellows  to  mend  with  Roberts 
— starred  three  for  a  penalty  kick  : 

But  he  chalked  his  cue  and  gave  ’em 
the  butt,  and  Oom  Paul  marked 
the  trick — 

u  Off-side — no-ball — and  at  fourteen  all ! 
Mark  cock  !  and  two  for  his  nob  !  ” 

When  W.  G.  ran  clean  through  his 
lee,  and  yorked  him  twice  with 
a  lob. 

He  yorked  him  twice  on  a  crumbling 
pitch,  and  wiped  his  eye  with  a 
brace, 
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But  his  guy-rope  split  with  the  strain 
of  it,  and  he  dropped  back  out  of 
the  race  ; 

And  I  drew  a  bead  on  The  Meteor’s 
lead,  and  challenging  none  too 
soon, 

Bent  over  and  patted  her  garboard 
strake,  and  called  upon  Wooden 
Spoon. 

She  was  all  of  a  shiver  forward,  the 
spoondrift  thick  on  her  flanks, 

But  I’d  brought  her  an  easy  gambit, 
and  nursed  her  over  the  banks  ; 

She  answered  her  helm — the  darling ! 
— and  woke  up  now  with  a  rush, 

While  The  Meteor’s  jock,  he  sat  like 
a  rock — he  knew  we  rode  for  his 
brush  ! 

There  was  no  one  else  left  in  it.  The 
Saint  was  using  his  whip, 
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And  Safety  Match,  with  a  lofting 
catch,  was  pocketed  deep  at  slip  ; 

And  young  Ben  Bolt  with  his  niblick 
took  miss  at  Leander’s  lunge, 

But  topped  the  net  with  the  ricochet, 
and  Steinitz  threw  up  the  sponge. 

But  none  of  the  lot  could  stop  the 
rot — nay,  don’t  ask  me  to  stop  !  — 

The  Villa  had  called  for  lemons,  Oom 
Paul  had  taken  his  drop, 

And  both  were  kicking  the  referee. 
Poor  fellow  !  he  done  his  best  ; 

But,  being  in  doubt,  he’d  ruled  them 
out — which  he  always  did  when 
pressed. 

So,  inch  by  inch,  I  tightened  the 
winch,  and  chucked  the  sandbags 
out — 

I  heard  the  nursery  cannons  pop,  I 
heard  the  bookies  shout  : 
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“  The  Meteor  Wins  !  ”  “  No,  Wooden 
Spoon  !  ”  11  Check  !  ”  “  Vantage  !  ” 
“  Leg  before  !  ” 

“  Last  lap  !  ”  u  Pass  Nap  !  ”  At  his 
saddle-flap  I  put  up  the  helm  and 
wore. 

You  may  overlap  at  the  saddle-flap, 
and  yet  be  loo’d  on  the  tape  : 

And  it  all  depends  upon  changing  ends, 
how  a  seven-year-old  will  shape  ; 

It  was  tack  and  tack  to  the  Lepe  and 
back — a  fair  ding-dong  to  the 
Ridge, 

And  he  led  by  his  forward  canvas  yet 
as  we  shot  ’neath  Hammersmith 
Bridge. 

He  led  by  his  forward  canvas — he  led 
from  his  strongest  suit— 

But  along  we  went  on  a  roaring  scent, 
and  at  Fawley  I  gained  a  foot. 

22 


He  fisted  off  with  his  jigger,  and  gave 
me  his  wash — too  late  ! 

Deuce — vantage — check  !  By  neck  and 
neck,  we  rounded  into  the  straight. 

I  could  hear  the  u  Conquering  ’Ero  ” 
a-crashing  on  Godfrey’s  band, 

And  my  hopes  fell  sudden  to  zero,  just 
there,  with  the  race  in  hand — 

In  sight  of  the  Turfs  Blue  Ribbon,  in 
sight  of  the  umpire’s  tape, 

As  I  felt  the  hoop  of  her  spinnaker 
droop,  as  I  heard  the  steam  escape  ! 

Had  I  lost  at  that  awful  juncture  my 
presence  of  mind  ?  .  .  .  but  no  ! 

I  leaned  and  felt  for  the  puncture,  and 
plugged  it  there  with  my  toe  .  .  . 
Hand  over  hand  by  the  Members’ 
Stand  I  lifted  and  eased  her  up, 
Shot — clean  and  fair — to  the  crossbar 
there,  and  landed  the  Jubilee  Cup  ! 
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u  The  odd  by  a  head,  and  leg  before,” 
so  the  Judge  he  gave  the  word  : 

And  the  Umpire  shouted  u  Over  !  ”  but 
I  neither  spoke  nor  stirred. 

They  crowded  round  :  for  there  on  the 
ground  I  lay  in  a  dead  -  cold 
swoon, 

Pitched  neck  and  crop  on  the  turf  atop 
of  my  beautiful  Wooden  Spoon. 

Pier  dewlap  tire  was  punctured,  her 
bearings  all  red-hot  ; 

She’d  a  lolling  tongue,  and  her  bowsprit 
sprung,  and  her  running  gear  in  a 
knot  ; 

And  amid  the  sobs  of  her  backers,  Sir 
Robert  loosened  her  girth 

And  led  her  away  to  the  knacker’s. 
She  had  raced  her  last  on  earth  ! 

But  I  mind  me  well  of  the  tear  that  fell 
from  the  eye  of  our  noble  Prince, 
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And  the  things  he  said  as  he  tucked 
me  in  bed — and  I’ve  lain  there 
ever  since  ; 

Tho’  it  all  gets  mixed  up  queerly  that 
happened  before  my  spill, — 

But  I  draw  my  thousand  yearly  :  it’ll 
pay  for  the  doctor’s  bill. 

I’m  going  out  with  the  tide,  lad. — You’ll 
dig  me  a  numble  grave, 

And  whiles  you  will  bring  your"  bride, 
lad,  and  your  sons  (if  sons  you  have), 
And  there,  when  the  dews  are  weeping, 
and  the  echoes  murmur  “Peace!” 
And  the  salt,  salt  tide  comes  creeping 
and  covers  the  popping-crease, 

In  the  hour  when  the  ducks  deposit 
their  eggs  with  a  boasted  force, 
They’ll  look  and  whisper  “  How  was 
it  ?  ”  and  you’ll  take  them  over 
the  course, 
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And  your  voice  will  break  as  you  try 
to  speak  of  the  glorious  first  of 
June, 

When  the  Jubilee  Cup,  with  John 
Jones  up,  was  won  upon  Wooden 
Spoon. 


THE  CASE  OF  J.  W.  MACGREGOR 

A  BALLAD  OF  THE  COTTAGE  HOSPITAL 

JW.  MACGREGOR, 

A  seaman  from  Dundee, 

He  never  broke  his  leg  or 
Contracted  housemaid’s  knee. 

He  knew  not  locomotor 
Ataxy,  or  the  mumps, 

Or  clergyman’s  sore  throat,  or 
The  scourge  of  harvest  bumps. 
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The  ills  our  flesh  is  heir  to 
For  dodging  he'd  no  equal — 
But  listen,  if  you  care  to, 

And  ponder  on  the  sequel ! 

On  yonder  couch  reclining, 

He  lives  a  tale  to  tell, 

How,  one  night,  after  dining, 

Not  wisely  but  too  well, 

And  whistling  Donizetti 
(His  habit  when  alone), 

He  tumbled  off  a  jetty 
And  broke  his  collar-bone. 

'Twould  not  have  been  so  hard  if 
He'd  struck  the  water  flop, 

But  the  Betsy  Jones  of  Cardiff 
Was  what  he  pitched  a-top. 

From  deck  to  hold  he  bounded, 
And  there  in  anguish  lay, 
Unpleasantly  surrounded 
By  tons  of  china-clay. 
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A  custom-house  employe 
Attracted  by  his  groans, 

Rowed  up  and  cried  “  Ahoy,  a- 
-hoy,  ahoy  there,  Betsy  Jones  l" 

The  crew,  as  such  things  happen, 

.  Had  gone  ashore  for  drinks  ; 

But,  down  below,  the  Cap’n 
Was  taking  forty  winks. 

And  when  that  aged  shellback 
Was  wakened  by  the  row, 

You  should  have  heard  him  yell  back, 
“  Why,  what’s  the  matter  now  ?  ” 

He  had  a  powerful  organ, 

And  in  stentorian  tones 
Cried  he,  “I’m  Captain  Morgan. 

Who  hails  the  Betsy  Jones  ?  ” 

“You  well  may  ask  What  is  it? 

But  may  I  make  so  bold, 

I  think  you’ve  got  a  visit¬ 
or  a-tumbled  down  your  hold.” 
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Upon  his  trousers  deftly 

The  skipper  struck  a  match, 

And  lit  his  lantern  swiftly 
And  held  it  down  the  hatch. 

He  saw,  that  good  Samaritan, 
Macgregor’s  hapless  plight, 

And  with  his  lusty  baritone 
Awoke  the  silent  night. 

His  crew — than  most  acuter 
Of  hearing — in  the  distance 
Set  down  the  festive  pewter 
And  rushed  to  his  assistance. 

To  see  the  hapless  victim 
Their  feelings  it  did  harrow, 

But  they  went  below  and  picked  him 
Up  and  fetched  a  porter’s  barrow  : 

And  into  this  they  bundled  him 
With  sympathetic  hands,  [him 

And  through  the  streets  they  trundled 
To  where  A  Building  stands— 
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— An  unpretentious  Building 
In  the  severest  taste, 

With  no  superfluous  gilding 
Or  statuary  graced. 

It  has  no  deep  verandah, 

No  tesselated  hall  : 

It  has  five  windows  and  a 
Front  door,  and  that  is  all. 

Yet  ah  !  its  homely  portal, 

Its  muslin  blinds,  conceal 

The  charity  immortal 

That  soothes  and  strives  to  heal 

The  service  freely  rendered 
Without  reward  or  gift, 

The  hand  of  pity  tendered 
To  solace  and  to  lift. 

(This  serious  digression 
The  poet  never  planned, 

But  his  feelings  craved  expression 
And  they  got  the  upper  hand.) 

30 


The  Nurse  from  out  her  beauty- 
-sleep  was  wakened  by  the  din, 
But  she  heard  the  call  of  duty 
And  she  took  the  patient  in. 

And,  summoned  all  with  urgency, 
The  Doctors  did  display 
Their  sense  of  the  emergency 
Each  in  his  different  way. 

But  one  and  all  conceded 
With  graceful  etiquette 
That  what  the  fracture  needed 
Was — chiefly — to  be  set. 

So  they  took  and  set  it  neatly, 
And  prescribed  a  cooling  diet, 
And  they  left  the  case  completely 
To  Nature  and  to  quiet. 

His  legs  they  did  not  sever, 

His  trunk  they  let  alone, 

And  so  by  joint  endeavour 
They  healed  his  collar-bone. 
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And  I  hope  your  sense  of  pity 
Will  read  upon  your  purse 
When  you  read  this  artless  ditty 
Which  I  dedicate  in  verse 
To  the  Visiting  Committee , 

The  Doctors ,  and  the  Nurse . 
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A  NOTABLE  NEW  BALLAD 
MADE  UPON 
SIR  PATRICK  SPENS 


DpHE  King  sits  in  Dunfermline  toun 
Drinking  the  blude-red  wine  : 
u  O  wha  will  rear  me  an  equilateral 
triangle 

Upon  a  given  straight  line  ?  ” 
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O  up  and  spake  an  eldern  knight, 

Sat  at  the  King’s  right  knee— 

“Of  a’  the  clerks  by  Granta  side 
Sir  Patrick  bears  the  gree. 

“  ’Tis  he  was  taught  by  the  Tod- 
hunter  d, 

Tho’  not  at  the  tod-hunting  ; 

Yet  gif  that  he  be  given  a  line, 

He’ll  do  as  brave  a  thing.” 

Our  King  has  written  a  braid  letter 
To  Cambrigge  or  thereby, 

And  there  it  found  Sir  Patrick  Spens 
Evaluating  IT. 

He  hadna  warked  his  quotient 
A  point  but  barely  three, 

There  stepped  to  him  a  little  foot-page 
And  louted  on  his  knee. 

The  first  word  that  Sir  Patrick  read, 

“  Plus  x  ”  was  a’  he  said  ; 
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The  neist  word  that  Sir  Patrick  read, 
’Twas  “ plus  expenses  paid.” 

The  last  word  that  Sir  Patrick  read, 
The  tear  blinded  his  e’e  : 

“  The  pound  I  most  admire  is  not 
In  Scottish  currencie.” 

Stately  stepped  he  east  the  wa’, 

And  stately  stepped  he  north  : 

He  fetched  a  compass  frae  his  ha’, 
And  stood  beside  the  Forth. 

Then  gurly  grew  the  waves  o’  Forth, 
And  gurlier  by  and  by — 

il  O  never  yet  was  sic  a  storm, 

Yet  it  isna  sic  as  I !  ” 

Syne  he  has  crost  the  firth  o’  Forth 
Until  Dunfermline  toun ; 

And  tho’  he  came  with  a  kittle  wame, 
Fu’  low  he  louted  doun. 
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u  A  line,  a  line,  a  gude  straight  line, 

O  King,  purvey  me  quick  ! 

And  see  it  be  of  thilka  kind 
That’s  neither  braid  nor  thick.” 

u  Nor  thick  nor  braid  ?  ”  King  Jamie 
said, 

u  111  eat  my  gude  hat-band 
If  arra  line  as  ye  define 
Be  found  in  our  Scotland.” 

a  Tho’  there  be  nane  in  a’  thy  rule 
It  sail  be  ruled  by  me  ”  : 

And  lichtly  with  his  little  pencil 
He’s  ruled  the  line  A  B. 

Stately  stepped  he  east  the  wa’, 

And  stately  stepped  he  west : 

“Ye  touch  the  button,”  Sir  Patrick 
said, 

“And  I  sail  do  the  rest.” 
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And  he  has  set  his  compass  foot 
Until  the  centre  A, 

From  A  to  B  he’s  stretch’d  it  oot — 

“  Ye  Scottish  carles,  give  way  !  ” 

Syne  he  has  moved  his  compass  foot 
Until  the  centre  B, 

From  B  to  A  he’s  stretch’d  it  oot 
And  drawn  it  viz-a-vee. 

The  tane  circle  was  BCD 
And  ACE  the  tither  : 

“  I  rede  ye  well,”  Sir  Patrick  said, 

“  They  inter  seek  ilk  ither. 

“  See  here,  and  whaur  they  interseck — 
To  wit  with  yon  point  C — 

Ye’ll  just  obsairve  that  I  connec’ 

The  twa  points  A  and  B. 

u  And  there  ye  have  a  little  triangle 
As  bonny  as  e’er  was  seen, 

The  whilk  is  not  isosceles, 

Nor  yet  it  is  scalene.” 
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“The  proof!  the  proof!”  King  Jamie 
cried — 

“  The  how  and  eke  the  why  !  ” 

Sir  Patrick  laughed  within  his  beard — 
“  ’Tis  ex  hypothesi — 

“  While  I  ligg’d  in  my  mither’s  wame, 
I  learn’d  it  frae  my  mither 
That  things  was  equal  to  the  same 
Was  equal  ane  to  tither. 


“  Sith  in  the  circle  first  I  drew 
The  lines  B  A,  B  C, 

Be  radii  true,  I  wit  to  you 
The  baith  maun  equal  be. 


“  Likewise  and  in  the  second  circle, 
Whilk  I  drew  widdershins, 

It  is  nae  skaith  the  radii  baith 
A  B,  A  C  be  twins. 
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“  And  sith  of  three  a  pair  agree 
That  ilk  suld  equal  ane, 

By  certes  they  maun  equal  be 
Ilk  unto  ilk  by-lane,” 

“Now  by  my  faith!”  King  Jamie 
saith, 

“  What  plane  geometrie  ! 

If  only  Potts  had  written  in  Scots 
How  loocid  Potts  wad  be  ! 

“Now  wows  my  life  !  ”  said  Jamie  the 
King 

And  the  Scots  lords  said  the  same, 
For  but  it  was  that  black  traitour, 

Sir  Hughie  o’  the  Graeme. 

“  Flim-flam,  flim-flam  !  ”  and  “  Ho  in¬ 
deed  ?  ” 

Quod  Hughie  o’  the  Graeme  ; 

“  ’Tis  I  could  better  upon  my  heid 
This  prabblin’  prablem-game.” 
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Sir  Patrick  Spens  was  naething  laith 
When  as  he  heard  “  flim-flam/’ 

But  syne  he’s  taen  a  silken  claith 
And  wiped  his  diagram. 

“  Gif  my  small  feat  may  bettered  be, 
Sir  Hew,  by  thy  big  head, 

What  I  hae  done  with  an  ABC 
Do  thou  with  X  Y  Z. 

uAnd  gif  my  X  Y  Z  it  wipes 
Thy  venom  of  its  sting, 

See  here — ”  Sir  Patrick  tuk  the 
pipes 

And  played  that  eldritch  thing. 

He’s  play’d  it  reel,  he’s  play’d  it  jig, 
And  the  baith  alternative, 

And  he’s  danced  Sir  Hew  to  the 
Asses’  Brigg, 

That’s  Proposetion  Five. 
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And  there  they’ve  met,  and  there 
they’ve  fet 

Forenenst  the  Asses'  Brigg, 

And  waefu’,  waefu’  was  the  fate 
That  gar’d  them  there  to  ligg. 

For  there  Sir  Patrick’s  slain  Sir  Hew, 
And  Sir  Hew  Sir  Patrick  Spens — 
Now  was  not  that  a  braw  to-do 
For  Euclid’s  Elemen’s  ? 

But  let  us  sing  Long  live  the  King  ! 

And  his  foes  the  De’il  attend  ’em  : 
For  he  has  gotten  his  little  triangle, 
Quod  erat  faciendum  ! 


ALL  HOT  ! 


JN  London  town  I  knew  a  man 
Who  modestly  abode 
And  kept  a  hot  potato  can 
Upon  the  Edgware  Road, 
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The  baked  potatoes  he  purveyed 
Were  mealy  when  you  bust  ’em  : 

Whereby  he  prospered  in  his  trade 
And  drew  a  deal  of  custom. 

And  when  a  fortune  he’d  amassed 
All  in  this  tidy  way, 

He  looked  around  and  said  u  At  last 
Til  take  a  holiday  !  ” 

He  was  a  cockney  to  the  skin 
Whose  eyes  had  opened  been 

At  40,  Bishopsgate  Within 
Upon  this  earthly  scene. 

And  since  to  him  the  sea  and  ships 
Were  absolutely  strange, 

He  straight  resolved  “  A  yachting  trip’s 
The  thing  I  need  for  change.” 

Moreover,  having  heard  of  Fowey 
As  an  attractive  spot, 

An  agent  there  he  did  employ 
To  hire  a  schooner  yacht. 
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The  agent  wired  the  yacht  was  hired 
And  furnished  with  a  crew, 

And  soon  my  friend  appeared,  at¬ 
tired 

In  a  suit  of  Navy  blue. 

A  telescope  with  leather  strap 
Depended  from  his  shoulders, 

His  yellow  shoes  and  yachting  cap 
Enraptured  all  beholders. 

But  while  he  stood  on  Whitehouse 
Slip 

And  viewed  his  purchase  trim, 

Alas  !  his  pride  of  ownership 
Became  too  much  for  him. 

The  terms  which  yachting  men  em- 
ploy 

He  there  and  then  forgot. 

Instead  of  shouting  “  Yacht  ahoy  !  ” 
He  shouted  “  Hot !  All  hot !  ” 
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Lo  !  at  the  inappropriate  din 
A  blush  suffused  the  face 

Of  all  the  lodging-houses  in 
This  bashful  watering-place — 

Their  mute  reproach — unhappy  man  ! — 
Too  late  he  understood  : 

With  one  wild  shriek  he  turned  and  ran, 
And  disappeared  for  good. 

MORAL. 

O  yachtsmen  visiting  the  port  of  Fowey 

Be  careful  of  th’  expressions  you  em¬ 
ploy  ! 

Your  shibboleths  of  daily  speech  sup¬ 
press, 

And  with  your  business  vary  your 
address. 

We  are  not  impolite  :  but  there’s  a 
thing  we 

Cannot  forgive,  and  that’s  a  lapsus 
linguce . 
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CONFESSIONS  OF  A  FOGEY 


CONTRIBUTED  BY  ANOTHER  HAND 


QOME  want 
To  pant 

Up  the  highest  hill  : 

I  always  stop 
Before  the  top 
And  have  had  my  fill. 


Some  spin 
So  thin 

Their  novels  and  tales — 
The  weary  brain 
Must  be  in  pain 
When  to  work  it  fails. 


Some  shout 
Their  Doubt, 
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And  cry  u  Come,  buy  it !  ” 
Would  it  not  keep 
Till  the  last  sleep  ? 

— I  wish  they’d  try  it  ! 

Some  toil 
And  moil 
A  chaise  to  set  up. 

Td  like  instead 
To  go  to  bed 
And  not  to  get  up  ! 


SAGE  COUNSEL 

ADDRESSED  TO  THE  YOUNG 

^HE  Lion  is  the  beast  to  fight ! 

He  leaps  along  the  plain, 

And  if  you  run  with  all  your  might 
He  runs  with  all  his  mane. 
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I’m  glad  I’m  not  a  Hottentot , 

But  if  I  were,  with  outward  cal- 
lum 

I’d  either  faint  upon  the  spot 
Or  hie  me  up  a  leafy  pallum. 


The  Chamois  is  the  beast  to  hunt ! 

He’s  fleeter  than  the  wind  : 

And  when  the  Chamois  is  in  front 
The  hunter  is  behind. 

The  Tyrolese  make  famous  cheese 
And  hunt  the  Chamois  o’er  the 
chazzums ; 

Pit  choose  the  former,  if  you  please, 
For  precipices  give  me  spazzums. 


The  Polar  Bear  will  make  a  rug 
Almost  as  white  as  snow  ; 

But  if  he  gets  you  in  his  hug 
He  rarely  lets  you  go. 
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And  Polar  ice  looks  very  nice 

With  all  the  colours  of  a  prizzum  ; 
But,  if  you'll  follow  my  advice, 

Stay  home  and  learn  your  Cate- 
chizzum. 


BEATUS  POSSIDENS 

VERSES  WRITTEN  IN  AN  ALBUM 

J  CAN’T  afford  a  mile  of  sward, 
Parterres  and  peacocks  gay ; 

For  velvet  lawns  and  marble  fauns 
Mere  authors  cannot  pay. 

And  so  I  went  and  pitched  my  tent 
Above  a  harbour  fair 
Where  vessels  picturesquely  rigg’d 
Obligingly  repair. 
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The  harbour  is  not  mine  at  all 
I  make  it  so — What  odds  ? 

And  gulls  unwitting  on  my  wall 
Serve  me  for  garden-gods. 

By  ships  that  ride  below  kaleid- 
-oscopically  changed, 

Unto  my  mind  each  day  I  find 
My  garden  rearranged. 

These,  Madam,  are  my  daffodils, 

My  pinks,  my  hollyhocks, 

My  herds  upon  a  hundred  hills, 

My  phloxes  and  my  flocks. 

And  when,  some  day,  you  deign  to 
pay 

The  call  that’s  overdue, 

I’ll  wave  a  landlord’s  easy  hand, 

And  say  11  Admire  my  view  !  ” 


D 
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ENVOI. 


^^HENE’ER  I  take  my  telescope 
This  world  of  our  despair  and 
hope 

Becomes  a  very  small  affair 
Alike  for  hope  and  for  despair — 

Its  fretful  murmur  waning  thin 
Among  the  thousand  worlds  that  spin, 
Until  at  length  it  disappears 
Drowned  in  the  thunder  of  the  spheres. 
And  my  desires  and  other  men’s, 
Diminished  by  that  tiny  lens, 

Turn  to  a  flake,  turn  to  a  film, 

A  pinch  of  dust,  a  trace  of  pilm, 

A  small  congeries  of  motes 
Which  upward  on  a  sunbeam  floats, 
And  unresisting  still  aspires 
To  mingle  with  the  upper  fires. 
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My  humbled  gaze  I  then  withdraw 
And  say  u  There  is — must  be — a  law 
Which  you  and  I,  and  Mr.  A 
And  Mr.  B  alike  obey  : 

Though  you  and  I  are  still  at  dag¬ 
gers, 

And  someone  else  above  us  swaggers, 
And  Mr.  A  hates  Mr.  B 
For  being  richer  far  than  he, 

And  C  despises  D’s  parade 
Because  his  father  was  *  in  trade,’ 

And  E,  F,  G  would  give  their  heads 
To  emulate  the  X,  Y,  Z’s, 

While  they  habitually  use 
Bad  words  about  the  P’s  and  Q’s, 
Who  in  their  turn  disparage  S 
And  wonder  how  his  wife  can  dress 
So  fine. — 1  It’s  not  for  us  to  speak, 

But — how  that  woman  has  the  cheek!  ’  ” 

Ah,  little  crew  in  little  boat 
Bound  for  an  unknown  land  remote  ! 


Condemned  across  th*  unfathomed  sea 
To  bear  each  other  company, 

Were  it  not  better,  while  we  climb 
The  wave,  to  keep  the  oars  in  time  ? 
And  pull  together  as  we  steer — 

Unto  what  haven  shall  appear 
At  length  :  but  this  alone  we  know 
That  somewhere  in  the  afterglow 
Its  shore  shall  welcome  all  at  last, 
And  pleasant  ’twill  be  then  to  cast 
The  anchor,  furl  the  sail  and  land, 

To  roam  the  woods  above  the  sand, 
To  pluck  the  unfamiliar  food 
And  tasting  say  11  This  land  is  good 
Exceedingly  :  yet  good  ?twas  too 
To  voyage  with  a  happy  crew”  : 

To  bless  the  end,  yet  mindful  say 
11  Blessings  on  them  who  cheered  the 
way  !  ” 

Coldly  to  do  what  good  we  can  ; 

To  squabble  with  our  fellow  man, 
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Yet  like  him  :  to  upbraid  his  blindness 
Yet  help  him  :  to  conceal  our  kind¬ 
ness 

Beneath  a  sharp  censorious  tongue — 
Is  still  the  way.  When  I  was  young 
It  was  the  way,  and  year  by  year 
I  find  my  fellow-creatures  grow 
Kinder  by  far  than  they  appear, 

And  almost  kinder  than  they  know. 

Nevertheless  a  few  there  are 
Who  look  askance  on  a  Bazaar, 

Since  it  solicits  (they  pretend) 

The  pound  one  can’t  afford  to  spend 
For  articles  one  doesn’t  care  for. 

— To  prove  such  criticism,  therefore, 
Impertinent  to  us ,  I  took 
And  wrote  this  valuable  book, 

And  here  display  it,  confident 
That  whatsoe’er  within  this  tent 
To  prodigality  may  tempt  or 
Deserve  the  warning  u  Caveat  emptor ,” 
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My  price  is  not  extravagant, 

Since  I  provide  just  what  you  ivant . 

Friend,  be  your  natural  bent  for  tears 
or  laughter, 

Buy  ME,  and  you*ll  be  happy  ever 
after  ! 
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